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Summary: A Jackson-Ramona shipping story. This is only the first 
part. Even when the second season gets released and things become 
different, I will continue this story that I start after episode 
1.13. Rated T for suggestive themes and kissing. The title doesn't 
make sense in the beginning, you'll get it by the second part. And 
things may change like the titles of chapters and etc. 

Thanks ! 


1 . Chapter 1 

Disclaimer: I do not own any of the characters in this story. This 
was made only for fun and entertainment purposes, and not for 
monetary gain of any kind. 

(AN: This starts in Ramona's POV. It is at nighttime after the events 
of episode 1.13) 

"I'm sorry." my mother said. 

"What's the issue, mom?" I replied nonchalantly. 

"I didn't get back with Fernando today." 

"That's perfectly fine with me, mom! Choose what your heart tells you 
to do." I say, faking a smile. I was so stuck. I liked it here, but I 
wanted my parents together. 

"But I'm not sure what it wants." 

"You don't want to get back together with Papa?" 

"Yes, I do. But whenever I consider it, I think about DJ and 
Stephanie. I also think about Max and Jackson and Tommy and everyone 
else here . " 



"Mama, Stephanie is enough for DJ. She can keep her together. We 
don't have to be here." 

"But I like it here! And I don't want you to go through this 
again . " 

"Mom, at least consider it. If you love Papa, then get back together 
with him. Where we live shouldn't hold back true love." My mother 
paused for a second. 

"If I thought I would get advice from anybody, I didn't think it'd be 
my daughter." I tried to laugh, but failed. I was trying to fake 
emotions, but it wasn't working. I had an unexplained feeling of 
sadness . 

"Is something wrong, Ramona?" 

"Umm. . . no. I don't recall anything bad happening." I tried to think, 
but my mind was clouded. 

"Mama, I'm going to bed. I have school tomorrow." I said, finding an 
excuse to stop the conversation. 

"But it's a Saturday. You don't have school on Sunday." 

"Oh yeah." I felt like an idiot. My mom knew something was going on. 
But I had no idea what was. I started to feel light-headed. My mom 
looked at the clock. 

"You don't look so well. I'll let you rest." My mother hugged me. She 
pretended to walk out, but spun around. 

"Stop ! " she said. 

"Hammer time?" I replied uninterestedly. My mom chuckled. 

"No. I wanted to see if you wanted to work on Gibbler Part Planning 
with me tomorrow." she said. 

"You have a client?" I weakly asked. 

"Yep! Who's your friend with the long black hair again? 

Hula?" 

"Lola." I corrected with a bold smirk on my face. 

"She wants me to decorate a party for her tomorrow. Do you want to 
help?" My heart sank. I was one of her best friends, so why wouldn't 
she invite me? 

"No thank you." I said. I was becoming more frustrated and 
confused . 

"Can I go to bed?" I asked, trying not to sound impatient. 

"Yes, Ramona. I love you!" my mother said. She hugged me and waddled 
off to her own bedroom. She stopped in place and I heard a 
tumble . 


"Max! What are you doing?" she shouted firmly. A silence echoed in 



response. I got up and gazed at Max eerily. He simply giggled and 
darted off to his room. I ran back to my room, because tears were 
starting . 

As I stuffed my face under my pillow, I pouted. Luckily I wasn't 
wailing, but I was sad. _Why didn't Lola invite me? What's happening 
between her and Jackson? Why is Max creeping on our conversat ion?_ 

But the thing that got me most is an unknown reason. I felt a huge 
emptiness since tonight. I felt frustrated that Aunt DJ was dating 
two guys, but that didn't get to me much. 

_What is wrong with me? Am I insane? Why am I sad?_ I thought as my 
head started to spin. I felt sick all of a sudden. I laid my head on 
my pillow, and it stopped. But then I felt dizzy again. I tried to 
get up and get water, but I fell dazed onto my bed. 

I had a dream that night. It was difficult to remember, but here's 
what I can find. 

"Up, Ramona!" Papa shouted. 

"Pa... Papa?" I said, forcing myself out of bed. 

"Pack up," he said, "we are going to leave." 

"What?" I said. Now I was confused and partially infuriated. 

"You never told me about this!" I said. Papa didn't hear me. I let 
out a tear and packed up my clothing. As we drove back, I didn't 
remember all that much. But I remember when I got back to school. 

I was in science class, and I was staring out the window. The teacher 
was trying to get my attention. 

"Ramona?" she stated. She was trying to get my attention. I kept 
looking out . 

"Ramona," She said firmly. She said it softly, so I didn't hear 
it . 

"Ramona!" she shouted. She was mad. At that moment, every memory of 
the old house came back to haunt me. I sniffled. 

"RAMONA GIBBLER!" she yelled. I was crying quietly, and I tried to 
hide my face. I hated how I looked when I cried. 

"Ramona," she said. This time, she said it more calmly. 

"Ramona." The voice echoed in my head, gradually becoming 
louder . 

"Earth to my daughter!" I heard a voice say. It was my mom. My dream 
was interrupted by a shriek. 

"Ramona!" Max shouted. It scared the crap out of me. 

"Gaaaah!" I fearfully reacted. I had my fists up, ready to clobber 
Max if he dropped that green slime on my head. 

"Get up, sleepyhead. DJ has pancakes downstairs." my mom said. I 



smiled . 


"Oh! I'm sorry," I said. "I was having a weird dream." I started 
walking happily downstairs. DJ makes amazing pancakes. I sat down at 
the table. 

"Good morning, " I said. 

"Good morning, " replied DJ. As I waited for food, I flicked through 
the TV channels, looking for something interesting. But I was once 
again startled. 

"Grrrrrraaaaaaah ! " I heard from upstairs. I jumped out of my chair. 
Everybody else was unphased. 

"Excuse me for a moment." I said. I sprinted upstairs. Nobody was 
there. What? I thought. I opened the door to my room. Nobody was 
there. Neither in the bathroom. I creaked open the door to Jackson's 
bedroom . 

He was trying to dress well for something. But when I opened the 
door, he was shirtless. He quickly reached down his hands to pull 
down his shorts, and I slammed the door to spare myself from the 
sight. _Crap ! Why did I do that!_ 

I stealthily ran to the bathroom and shut the door like a ninja. It 
was quick, but quiet. _Maybe I'll grow up to be an assassin. _ I 
laughed at the thought, and crouched. I looked under the crack of the 
door. I saw nothing for a few seconds. And then I saw footsteps from 
across the hallway. 

There was no bathtub, so I couldn't hide behind the shower curtains. 
Jackson opened the door. He just looked at me for a second, while I 
was blushing furiously. My face felt like a giant tomato. Luckily for 
me. he had thrown on a baseball jersey, so I didn't have to see him 
half naked. He smiled. 

"Is J-Money a celebrity?" he smirked. 

"No," I said. I still had a red face. "Why do you call yourself 
that ? " 

" Jackson-Money ! " he replied cheerfully. 

"Max has more dough than you." I said, with a giant grin that 
couldn't come off of my face. 

"Whatever. Why were you checking me out?" 

"Why were you growling? I could hear you from downstairs." Jackson's 
cheeks started to flush. 

"I'm trying to dress well for Lola's party." My heart sank again. Why 
would she invite Jackson, but not me? That kiss last night made me 
feel really weird. I didn't like seeing Jackson smooch my best 
friend . 

"Are you going to her party?" asked Jackson eagerly. 

"No, " I replied. I had to keep this casual and not let him know my 



feelings about Lola. 


"What? Why not?" 

"I just don't feel the need to." 

"It'll be fun. Popco will be there!" 

"I don't want to." 

"Why not, Ramona?" He walked up a little closer, but still kept his 
distance . 

"I just don't want to." 

"Ramona, are you okay?" Jackson's smile turned into a concerned look. 
He got a little bit closer. 

"When's the party?" I asked, trying to change the subject. 

"Three o'clock to eight today," he said. "Are you thinking about 
coming? " 

"Maybe." I said. I didn't want to look into his eyes at the moment, 
but I couldn't break myself from his gaze. 

"You've been acting strange lately. Can you honestly tell me if 
something is going on?" He asked innocently. "You can trust me. I 
won't tell anybody." I was astonished. I never saw Jackson's serious 
side before. I trusted him, but I couldn't tell him. But I didn't 
want to leave his question unanswered. 

"Something happened, but I won't say what it is." I said. I managed 
to break away from his eyes for a moment. 

"Does it have anything to do with Lola?" 

"No," I said. "I'm going to go eat breakfast." Jackson started to 
maneuver himself back to his room. 

"Jackson," I said. He turned around. "You look great. Lola likes you 
for who you are." He slightly blushed. 

"Thanks, Ramona." He said. He followed me downstairs to get 
breakfast . 

CHAPTER 2 - The Party (coming soon!) 


2 . Chapter 2 
CHAPTER 2 - The Party 

After eating some blueberry pancakes, I went in my room and started 
to think. _Should I text Lola? What would she think?_ I knew where 
she lived, but my mother already left to decorate. So I couldn't 
go . 

Jackson walked into my room and sat down next to me. 



"Knock, genius, " I said. 

"At least, I didn't burst in when you were half naked," Jackson 
replied. I felt a warm glow on my cheeks. 

"I'm sorry . " 

"That's perfectly fine on my behalf," Jackson said. "As long as it 
was an accident . " I started to giggle a bit. _No wonder Lola has a 
thing for him. _I paused in shock for a second. He was like a brother 
to me. _Did I just take things the wrong way?_ 

"What did Lola tell you about the party?" I asked, smiling to 
convince him I was fine and dandy. 

"She said she invited everybody at her lunch table. She also invited 
me and Popco." Jackson said assuringly. "Did she tell you about 
it?" 

"Yes, " I bluffed. 

"Well, why aren't you coming?" 

"Well, umm. . . I really kinda don't wanna say..." I stammered. I tried 
to think of an excuse. 

"Your mother is out decorating for the party right now. Did you want 
to go with her?" I just grasped an idea. 

"Well... do you know how my mom didn't get married yesterday?" 

" Yes , I know . " 

"I wanted to talk with her a bit about that." 

"What's so secret about that, Ramona?" 

"DJ and Stephanie are a little biased. They didn't help my mother 
much, so I don't want them to know." 

"Hey, I keep secrets better than Max. I'm trustworthy." Jackson said. 
"You don't trust me?" 

"Of course, I trust you." I said with a bright smile. This time, I 
didn't have to fake it. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" asked Jackson. His face still had a small 
grin on it and his green eyes were as marvelous as ever. But I 
couldn't think of an excuse for that. 

"Umm... ugh..." I fiddled with my hair. I couldn't tell him and 
jeopardize him and Lola's relationship. It probably wouldn't do that, 
but he could think Lola had done something to me, or 
vice-versa . 

"You don't trust me, Ramona." Jackson replied. 

" Yes , I do . " I said . 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 



" I don ' t know . " 


"That's not true, Ramona. You're hiding something from 

me . " 

"Jackson, please don-" 

"You don't have to go to the party. I bet you won't go because you 
don't want me there." 

"Jackson! That's not why!" 

"Why aren't you going?" 

"I want to talk to my mother." Jackson sighed. He saw through my lie. 
Now he thinks I don't trust him. 

"Okay, " he said. He walked out of my room. 

(AN: This is now Jackson's perspective.) 


When Ramona first came here, I felt genuinely annoyed. I didn't see 
her that often, but I already didn't like her at all. Nowadays, I'm 
not sure what I think about her. She's on my good side, but that's 
all I know. But after that conversation, I know what she feels about 
me. I walked out of the door and heard shuffling into my room. 

I walked into there and saw Max hiding under his bed. 

"Max, I know you were eavesdropping." 

"What is Eves dropping? Is it a rainstorm that happens on Christmas 
Eve?" 


"No. It means you were listening in on a conversation you weren't 

in . " 

"I wasn't spying on your conversation." 

"Well, what are you doing under your bed?" 

"I'm petting my son." 

"You're a father!?" 

"Yeah! I'm a dog-daddy." I gasped in relief. Max DEEINITELY shouldn't 
be doing that kind of thing. I heard a bark. I turned around and saw 
Cosmo. He sat on my shoes. 

"Yeah, he certainly looks like he's been down there with you." I said 
sarcastically. 

"Yeah, I know!" Max clearly didn't understand my sarcasm. I ignored 
it . 


"What what were Ramona and I talking about?" 



"Hula's party tonight." 


"Her name is LOLA!" _Max told me that Kimmy said that too. Why does 
everyone keep mixing it up?_ 

"Whatever . " 

"How'd you know that was what we were talking about." Max giggled. 
Then he started laughing hysterically. 

"What's so funny?" 

"You didn't see me!" 

" Yes , I did . . . " 

"Why didn't you say so, big brother?" I gave up on trying to find a 
reason to talk to Max. I turned around. 

"You know, bro, " Max said in a matter-of-fact voice. "I think you 
have a thing for Ramona." 

"No way. Max!" 

"Yes, you do." I wanted to slap him. 

"Okay, kid- Max. What makes you think that?" 

"You act differently around her." 

"How so?" I asked. I thought the idea was embarrassing, but I wanted 
to expel this idea from his head. 

"You are much more patient. And your voice seems to drop a bit when 
you talk to her." 

"I have the same tolerance for everyone." 

"Not for me. I bet I'm an annoyance to you." My emotions went from 
anger to Titanic-crashing-into-an-iceberg low. I didn't want to be a 
jerk. His normal smirk turned into a frown as he looked at the 
ground . 

"M-Max. . . " 

"I can tell already. You don't need to say it." I was shocked. He was 
suddenly better at reading emotions and depicting them. 

"Max, we get into conflicts, but we're still brothers." I sat next to 
him and smiled. "Siblings do that all the time. It's not a big 
deal . " 

"You told me a while ago that Ramona was like a sister to you. Why 
don't you guys fight as much as we do?" I hated to admit that he had 
a smart observation there. 

"Ramona's different," I said casually. 


"What differences are there?" 



"For one, she's obviously a girl. She's also my age and grade and we 
hang out at school sometimes." 

"But siblings get into fights, don't they?" 

"They usually don't last long." 

"Well, I feel inferior to you. I feel like I'm an outcast around 
you." My mind was boggling. _Why is Max using these words? They are 
big for his age. And he didn't really understand much about me and 
Ramona, anyways. Does he really have substance?_ 

"Max! Am I doing something?" 

"No. I just don't feel good when you're around your friends." I was 
gradually feeling worse and worse. 

"Max, what do you think I act like around you?" 

"You act nice and you do big things for me, but you can give bad 
advice." I thought about the lying advice I gave him. "I also feel 
really shunned sometimes. I can also feel used sometimes." I thought 
about when Max saw my note for Lola. And at Popco's house when I 
jumped off the roof on him. 

"Max, I'm... I'm..." 

"What?" 

"Argh..." I said. A tear fell from my eye. I felt like a bully. "How 
do I act around Ramona? 

"Well, you work together a lot and you can have deep conversations 
sometimes. You also help her with homework every once in a while." I 
thought that was strange considering she was smarter than me, but I 
shook it off. 

"Max, I'm really sorry." 

"That's okay. I understand. Our age gap can make things different and 
weird, but I'll find a way around it." Another tear slid from my eye. 
My second-grade brother was acting more compassionate than I was. 

He went from calling himself a "doggy-daddy" and spastic to being 
very empathetic and self-controlled in a matter of about fifteen 
minutes, (thought) _He ' s growing up. Who is he learning this from?_ 
(thought) But how he shows kindness to me despite his feelings made 
me feel selfish. 

"Max, thanks for talking with me." Another tear slid down my face as 
I left the room. I went downstairs to the porch. 


I decided to just stop and think for a little bit. Was I really that 
mean to Max? And do I act differently around Ramona? Ramona is like 
my sister. I have a crush on Lola, not Ramona. 

Lola is different and has weird preferences, but she is beautiful. 
She is also nice to me most of the time. At school if I do something 



weird she can get nasty. But she isn't super studious or athletic. 
She is more of the popular girl than anything. 


Ramona is very smart. She has straight As, and she sits with Lola. So 
she is also very popular. We have a brother and sister relationship, 
which can get bad sometimes, but we are close. At least, I think we 
are. But I don't like her. If I do, then I don't know it yet. 

But why does Max think I like her? We hang out a lot as friends, but 
that's all I can see. And I've had deep conversations with lots of my 
friends. But he has a point in saying we work together a lot. 

I often help her with her homework, even though she gets higher test 
scores than me. I always found that to be really weird, but I shook 
it off. And back when we almost hated each other I attempted to help 
her get out of school. But looking into it, none of the reasoning 
makes any sense. 

I decided to go inside to get a snack. I'll get some more to eat when 
I'm at Lola's party. I can't wait for Lola's party. I wonder what 
we'll do there. Furthermore, I wonder what lie Ramona covered up as 
to why she isn't going. 

(AN: About three hours later, now in Ramona's POV.) 


Jackson left to go to the party. I decided to stay because Lola 
didn't invite me. I was confused as to why that was, but I tried to 
let it slide... but I failed. 

I have no clue what about Lola makes me not trust her. She's my best 
friend, but I just didn't like Jackson going over there. _Am I 
jealous ?_ 

The idea doesn't seem too much of a stretch, but what do I have to be 
jealous about? I'm not too thrilled about parties if I'm invited or 
not. I don't like anybody at our lunch table, nor do I have a thing 
for Jackson or Popco. And I am not really mad at Lola for anything. 
_But why?_ 

I went downstairs and tried to watch TV. My mind was thinking too 
much. I couldn't read a book or text any of my friends because they 
were at the party. I tried playing board games with Max, but I always 
lost because I wasn't focused enough. 

_Maybe I should go down there. _ For a second, I believed the thought 
was crazy, but then I thought: why not? There's nothing wrong in 
doing so. _And besides, I could be an assassin. _ So I can sneak 
around. So I decided to sneak out. 


End 
f lie . 



